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dred miles on a camel, as I had done, crossing the
line four times, and spending a hundred hours in the
saddle, must have seemed an amazingly silly per-
formance. What on earth did it matter whether
the detachment started this month or next? It
was really incomprehensible why this flushed and
ridiculous person in his dirty uniform, ragged beard,
and dusty aba and head-dress, should take things to
heart in this way. Nuri was commanding the
troops at Fagieh, and it was for him to decide which
operation was the most profitable. All that had to
be done was to keep the line cut north of Maan,
and this could be done just as well by sitting com-
fortably at Fagieh, and attacking Abu Jerdun each
time the Turks reoccupied it, as by sending a
detachment miles away up the line.
He settled himself down with his captured
Goertz glasses to watch the show. We had a clear
view of the line from Aneiza hill almost to Maan
itself. Immediately below us, about two miles off,
were the two white buildings which marked Abu
Jerdun station. Six guns were to cover the attack
from the west, and away on the other side of the line
were two more—my two—which had been sent
across in the night. The Turks had from two to
three hundred men in the station, with only one
gun, but they had dug deep trenches and would take
some driving out.
The attack opened with an aeroplane bombard-
ment of the station. At the same time the eight
guns opened fire, and for half an hour the buildings
were completely hidden behind a screen of dust
and smoke. Unfortunately, the Turks were not in
the station at all, but lying low in their trenches, and
very little damage was done. The Arab infantry

